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A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 



CHAPTER I. 

" What is it to be wise ? 
'Tis but to know how little can be known, 
To see all others' faults and feel our own." 

— Pope. 

" Be careful of that hole in the carpet at 
the door-ledge, old man. I'll have to put a 
few tacks in that as soon as I've time. Well, 
how do you like my sanctum sanctorum ? " 
and, after throwing his hat and coat on a 
shabby-looking sofa, Jack Wheatleigh stalked 
to the mantel and took down two very dilap- 
idated looking pipes and a pouch of tobacco, 
and placed them on the table in front of his 
friend, Leonard Gray. " Have a pipe, old 
fellow ? Ah, at last my best effort is before 
the public. 1 don't think that dealer hung 
it quite as well as that daub of Larkins, do 
you ? Larkins calls himself an impressionist. 
They always do when they don't know how 
to paint. Never mind, it's for sale at last, 
and that canvas is about all 1 shall have to 
live on this winter." 
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" Heard nothing from your rich old aunt, 
eh ? " asked Leonard, carelessly, looking about 
the room and examining some old books that 
lay piled in a corner. 

" If God's poet is silence, my aunt has grown 
divine. She will never forgive me for not lov- 
ing her squint-eyed ward. It may be a fail- 
ing of mine, Leonard, but 1 distinctly dislike 
homely people." 

"I say, Jack, why do you put your slip- 
pers on the mantel? " 

" Well, you see, I'm a little short of bric-k- 
brac, and, as antiques are now in vogue, I 
thought my slippers would give the mantel 
an air of — of — " 

" Carelessness ? " 

" No, harmony, with that other useful an- 
tique beside them, ,, pointing to a weary, ill- 
used looking little gas-stove. "But I'll con- 
fess that this stove has taken from me much 
of my respect for antiques. It can produce 
more smoke than any soft-coal furnace in ex- 
istence, and cook less than an Egyptian bra- 
zier. I don't know what I should do were it 
not for Matilda." 

" Matilda ! Jack, you don't mean to 
say " 

" Oh, don't be alarmed. Matilda Fleming 
was a dear old friend of my mother's, and 
her interest in me is decidedly maternal. 
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She is a kind soul, and feels my fall in 
fortune keener than I do. Both she and 
her brother have begged me to make their 
house my home. But, Len, would you be- 
lieve it, I have really grown quite fond of 
my little bachelor quarters here in Poverty 
Row. There's so much sham on earth now- 
adays that poverty seems noble, because it 
cannot feign." Then, assuming a retrospec- 
tive air, Jack continued, thoughtfully : " Up 
to the last quarter century men built their 
reputations as they did their public build- 
ings, slowly, methodically ; laying the foun- 
dations deep, and making the masonry heavy, 
so that coming generations might see and ad- 
mire. To-day, the aim is to see who can 
make the biggest show with the least mate- 
rial ; and, if the results last long enough to ex- 
cite the comment of a day, the end is served/' 

"The key to success, then, lies not in the 
solidity, but in the glamour and show in both 
cases?" 

" Exactly. This is the age of veneer, of 
electroplate; and he who can make the most 
glitter is the greater. No man is going to 
cut beneath the surface ; he hasn't time ; or, 
if he has, he's attending to his own veneer, 
which is as thin as he can make it. Solid 
learning is unfashionable. It takes time and 
trouble to acquire; and of what use after it 
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is acquired, since nobody understands what 
you are talking about. Smattering is the 
rule in the colleges and seminaries, and, in 
the world of labor, paste and triple-plate are 
just as acceptable as gems and sterling. 
Even in the stern temple of the law, it is the 
attorney who is quickest with the jest and 
the judge who talks best after dinner who 
gain the laurels in this rushing age. The 
bright student soon sees that hard study 
is not going to fit him for the battle of life. 
He notes that impudence, push, bustle and 
hustle are the tools with which men work out 
success. And what wonder if he neglects 
the gifts with which nature has perhaps 
fitted him for true and lasting greatness, and 
develops merely the smug smartness which 
is the genius recognized at this end of the 
nineteenth century. In literature, this shoddy 
quality is observed. Men write for the day, 
for the hour, knowing that the morrow will 
bring forth a new fad in modern thought, and 
they must be ready to grasp and profit by 
it. On the stage, the same law rules. Men 
play a dozen parts in as many years, and are 
called actors of long experience. Affectation 
and a languid mustache are the chief qualifi- 
cations. In the pulpit, it is no longer elo- 
quence and reason that gain fame, but sen- 
sation and knack of getting into print. Here 
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and there real genius still burns, and has its 
circle of appreciators, but the multitude wor- 
ship false gods, and they glitter just as bright- 
ly as the true ones." 

" It strikes me you're a little cynical. I 
hope you've not lost all your ambition, 
Jack?" 

"All my ambition, for what — fame? To 
go a-begging for laudations? What is suc- 
cess? Concentrating all your faculties upon 
one object ; and, when acquired — if it ever is 
— you find you've forgotten how to live, to 
laugh and to love. But you can lie down and 
die, happy in the belief that your name will 
be handed down to posterity — perhaps ! Yes, 
IVe lost that ambition. I am content to be 
an auditor, and not an actor; and, if my 
work will not pay for a reserved seat, I can 
enjoy this play of life quite as well from the 
balcony." 
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CHAPTER II. 

*' The best concerted schemes men lay for fame 
Die fast away." 

— Blair, 

If a great man fails in life, he is a crank ; if 
he succeeds, he is a genius. Jack Wheat- 
leigh's youth had been darkened by the mis- 
fortune of his father, a man of wonderful 
talents and knowledge, yet erratic and irrita- 
ble to a degree. The loss of his wife at 
Jack's birth had not only accentuated these 
faults, but developed a decided cynicism that 
cast a gloom over Jack's entire youth. See- 
ing no literary talent in the boy, whose tastes 
werfc decidedly averse to study of any kind, 
so thoroughly annoyed the energetic father, 
that he packed him off to school, and, shutting 
himself up in his neglected country home, he 
set about to become famous. He would found 
a new religion, a religion that would over- 
shadow all others, that would open a new 
train of thought in the minds of the people. 
Day after day, night after night, he toiled till 
the prodigious work was done. Then, re- 
turning to the city, he drew from the bank 
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all his little store, and published the book of 
books. The critics laughed at it, called it 
time-worn dogma. The bookworm yawned 
over it, and the masses never heard of it. 
Wildly draining the spongeous tissue of his 
brain for logic sublime, he died of a broken 
heart because the world mistook it for ditch- 
water. 
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CHAPTER III. 

" Smooth runs the water, when the brook is deep, 
And in his simple show he harbors treason, 
The fox barks not, when he would steal the lamb." 

— Shakespeare^ Henry VI, 

" Of course you understand that our dear 
child is very spoiled." A fond expression lit 
up the speaker's face, such a sweet face, weak, 
perhaps, with a Christian weakness. She is 
a true type of the indulgent mother. If her 
" darling did not wish to go to school, let her 
remain at home." " She is not as strong as 
other children." " If she was cross or rude 
to her nurse, discharge the nurse ; she must 
have given her some cause," etc. Upon this 
principle she had brought up her eldest 
daughter Teresa, and if in that young mind 
the thought of self predominated, can one 
blame either the headstrong girl or the meek 
and gentle mother? Mrs. Deering had been 
a widow for twelve years, and with her three 
little ones was content to live as far from the 
gay world as possible, and as we see her this 
beautiful June day ; contentment rests on 
every feature and a childlike maturity in 
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every gesture. The man to whom she speaks 
is tall, almost ungainly in height, and dis- 
tinguished-looking. His face wore at this 
moment a rather bored expression. 

"I understand, Mrs. Deering, and assure 
you that Tess shall receive from me nothing 
but the very best of treatment ; she shall have 
everything she desires, and servants at her 
beck and call. I shall be away most of the 
time, but my wife need feel no inconvenience 
on that score." 

" Well, you see, Paul, Tess has been brought 
up at home ; she is an only child, and her 
peculiar disposition has made it necessary for 
us to make greater concessions in allowing 
her to have her own way than most parents 
would have done. Shall we look for her in 
the garden?" And, as they pass through 
the open window, there could have been 
nothing more dissimilar than the two figures 
— one so quaintly matronly and the other so 
thoroughly worldly. 

A pretty home, a fond mother, and a suitor. 
Oh, ye envious mortals, look you and smile 
upon the dainty maiden who stands with her 
head mutely inclined as if in grateful thanks 
for all these benefits. It is a dainty head ; 
the features are tiny and perfect; "the Jaair 
lies like a golden aureole, curling languid^, 
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IO A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 

not luxuriantly (there is nothing luxuriant 
about her), around her pretty, pink ears ; but, 
as she lifts her eyes, there is an undoubtable 
pang of disappointment in the beholder. Not 
that they are not beautifully blue and that 
the lashes do not curl softly on her rounded 
cheek, but there is an expression in them at 
once so peculiar and so unfathomable that 
the onlooker is powerless to penetrate their 
depths. It is generally conceded that which 
checks the understanding is annoying. Why ? 
Is it because we instinctively feel ourselves 
beneath that which we cannot comprehend ? 

" Going to be married/' she murmured. 
" Married, that sounds romantic, but noth- 
ing in life is like it is in books, and though I 
have everything in the world I want, I am 
disappointed in everything, everything but 
myself," she added, softly. Then as she idly 
toyed with the strings of her bonnet, she mut- 
tered, " Of course, he worships me ; that is 
only natural ; everybody does ; and I shall 
have servants. Mother does everything in the 
world to make me happy, but, when I have 
servants, I shall not have to think of any- 
thing but myself ; besides he is about as nice 
a husband as anyone could desire." 

Paul Fleming, the object of this reflection, 
appeared at this moment at the gate, with 
J#l? Deering. " Well, little girl," he said, 
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" soon you are going with me and you will 
have to bid adieu to all of your old asso- 
ciates/' 

" Oh, that will not bother me," she ex- 
claimed, "with the exception of ma and 
sisters, and I shall come to visit them every 
summer/' with a fond look at her mother. 
" Besides, I like everything new ; I love 
change. I am dying to get away from this 
monotonous old place. Why, think, I have 
been here all my life ! " 

" How awe - inspiring ! " he exclaimed. 
" All your life ! What a terrible waste of 
years ! " 

" Now you are laughing at me," she re- 
plied. " Are you not going to stay to din- 
ner?" 

" No," he rejoined, " I must be on my way 
to the city. Good-by, little one," and stoop- 
ing, he printed a kiss on the dainty curls. 

The two women stood regarding his van- 
ishing form attentively. On Tess's face was 
a half-conceited smile. Would she have 
smiled had she heard him mutter as he 
passed through the open gate, " Well, I have 
satisfied the executors at least, and saved 
my Rene from annoying gossip ! " 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" And oh ! when passion rules, how rare 
The hours that fall to virtue's share ! " 

— Scott. 

MERRY Gotham at 4 p.m. What can be 
more exhilarating than the dainty maidens 
and gallant cavaliers who promenade Fifth 
Avenue at this hour ? There, in a gorgeous 
equipage, sits the tradesman, who is selling 
out now, " at cost," as he is about to retire ; 
with him are his charming daughters, their 
noses held high, as if scenting their father's 
foul bargain signs a few blocks away. 

Behind this family group is Mrs. De 
Peyster, whose late husband left her three 
millions. He bored her sadly, but not half 
as much as his money does now. One has 
only to observe her attitude, the carefully 
dyed hair and pencilled brows to know she 
is looking for " No. 2," who must love her 
"for herself alone." Hence lovely young 
maidens eye with envy the reverential bows 
bestowed upon her by every marketable 
young man. 

Here we see the reigning beauty of the 
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hour, with her artificial complexion, curls, 
and accent, accompanied by her younger 
sister, who is thrice more beautiful, but who 
,will not be presented until the elder is mar- 
ried off, and, as the state of papa's exchequer 
is known to be at low ebb, she is growing 
rather doubtful as to whether she will be 
presented at all. 

And so on and on, in a continuous medley 
of life and color, of fashion and foibles, masks 
and faces, rolls the strange collection of in- 
dividuals who go to make up the populace 
of New York. 

Turning from this, we find one who does 
not heed the city's gayety at this moment — a 
woman, who reclines lightly on a Persian 
divan in gorgeous apartments near Central 
Park. She lies with her eyes half-closed — 
beautiful, long, dreamy eyes they are. The 
Titian hair falls lightly upon the downy 
cushions ; one jewelled hand rests on the 
little Washington table, where lies her half- 
finished cigarette. The shade of the kimlah 
throws a soft glow over her pale face ; her 
daintily encased feet rest on a gorgeous-hued 
Boukhara rug. She tosses restlessly to and 
fro, now muttering petulantly, now sighing 
heavily. 

Rene St. Ives, a woman in whose life we 
seq the unfortunate results of thoroughly 
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ambitious parents' training. Married to the 
choice of her father, she learned, too late, 
that she and her husband were not, and 
never could be, in harmony. Harmony, the 
mother of the soul ! Poor Rene was all out 
of tune. But one little y ear . ago, life took 
on brighter hues, for then she met Paul 
Fleming. And now we see the outcome of 
this " happy " meeting ; Rene is hiding from 
her husband and world, in her shame. 

" Oh, will he never come ? " she murmurs. 
" Where are my logic and philosophy ? I 
thought I thoroughly understood the art of 
living. I was a fool ! How stupid a woman 
is to hide from the world for the man she 
loves ! How thoroughly she is in his 
power! To him she must look for all she 
gives up, and more, while he sees nothing 
unusual in the sacrifice. The position is un- 
equal. If I only loved him more, I could 
ease my conscience. For then I might rea- 
son that my love atoned for my sin. As it is 
now, I have but the excuse of discontent and 
natural depravity." 

This soliloquy is checked by the entrance 
of a pretty French servant, who chicly holds 
her dark head to one side as she announces 
" Miss Virginia Stone." Rene looked at her 
in wonder. " Have you told anyone of my 
whereabouts, Jeannette?" * 
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" No, madame." 

" Strange ! " Then, resignedly, " She may 
come in." 

When the unwelcome guest enters the 
room, she stands for some time in silence. She 
is good to look at — suggests fresh air, common 
sense, and good breeding. "So, you dear 
girl," she said at last, " you thought you were 
hiding from the world ! For your own sake, 
I advise you to return immediately to your 
husband. He thinks you are visiting rela- 
tives ; the world knows you are always try- 
ing to get away from him, and as you were 
so very indiscreet as to hide here in the 
heart of the city, never to leave your apart- 
ments except under cover of night — which 
attracts quite as much attention as anything 
mysterious in New York can — I have put 
this and that together, and found you out. 
What do you think of me in the role of cfe- r 
tective ? But I assure you I am not the only 
one who has heard of the mysterious young 
woman of these apartments." 

Rene was as white as the gown she wore. 

" Do you know why I am hiding ? " she 
said, falteringly. 

" To get away from Tom, as usual, I sup- 
pose. But never mind, dear, I am very sorry 
you did not confide in me, as I should have 
taken you with me. It is not too late. Give 
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up this foolish whim and come with me. 
After all, these little, innocent adventures 
often end in very unpleasant rumors, and it 
is unwise for a married woman to tamper 
with public opinion." 

" I do not care for public opinion. I have 
ceased to care for anything, and I — 1 cannot 
leave here." Then, with an impetuous toss 
of her head, she said, hotly, " Oh, you are so 
good and pure, you, who could not be bad if 
you tried, cannot for one moment imagine 
what I have suffered — am suffering. You 
are strong : I am weak. You seem to make 
all trust you: I antagonize all — yes, even 
when my face attracts. Oh, you may laugh, 
but I tell you I am miserable, and I can no 
longer exist pro forma. I hate the ' proper 
false/" 

Virginia eyed her wistfully. What a 
1 spoiled child she was ! Of course, she must 
get her away from this. So used to conform- 
ing to the rules of form, Virginia could only 
account for rebellion in others by attributing 
it to overwrought nerves. 

Rene ^continued to pace up and down the 
cosy room. Virginia was sitting on the 
edge of a little gold chair, holding her card- 
case to her chin. This was her usual call- 
ing position. Suddenly Rene sank upon a 
great tiger rug, and clasping her hands 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. I J 

around one knee, she gazed discontentedly 
into space. 

" There is no happiness in marriage, any- 
way." 

Virginia's hands fell to her lap as she ut' 
tered a little gasp. " I do not think you 
have the right to condemn marriage. You 
did not care for Tom before you were his 
wife, and, merely to get away from an un- 
pleasant home, you flew to one far more so, 
without one thought of the habits or disposi- 
tion of the man with whom you must have 
expected to spend your whole life. No hap- 
piness in marriage ? How, then, would you 
have the law ? How, then, could we believe 
in the truth of a man's love? It seems de- 
plorable to me that young people who wish to 
appear gifted with great intellectuality seize 
upon that foolish theory that c Marriage is 
the death of love.' I should like to call your 
attention to the fact that all of these wear 
very long faces and are, by great odds, the 
most miserable people in existence." 

" You think, then, there can be no happi- 
ness in a union that is neither sanctioned by 
the law nor solemnized by the Church?" 

" I am sorry to say that I fear there are 
some who think themselves happy, unfortu- 
nate mortals. The idea of the mystery of it, 
the concealment, is fascinating. The charm 
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is gone when the novelty is passed ; and 
then, where is their theory ? In short, there 
is no happiness in doing wrong and trying to 
excuse yourself by pretending to believe you 
are doing right." 

" But clever people don't let the world 
know their views, but live as they wish." 

" If they are ashamed of their views, they 
cannot believe they are doing right. I am 
sorry to know that there are many people 
who believe that there is any happiness in 
concealing anything in their lives. Marriages 
of convenience are seldom happy, and mar- 
riage, as a whole, is a failure. But I fear it 
is, as a rule, the fault of women, and not of 
men ; for I do not think we have mastered, as 
yet, the greatest of arts — good-humor. It is 
that which makes all homes happy. Smile, 
smile ! Let jealousy rage within, despair, 
anger, even contempt sometimes — but — smile 
always." 

"Bah! You suggest a hyena for a wife. 
Don't you suppose he would grow tired of 
this grinning idiot ? " 

" Never ! " 

" I, for one, then, refuse to play the clown 
to amuse children. I intend to live as I 
please. God gave me life, vigor, faculties — 
not man — and I am answerable to Him for 
wrongdoing." 
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" Yes, God gave you the faculty of know- 
ing right from wrong, and no woman is 
strong enough to brave the contempt of the 
world. After all, I have yet to see the sin- 
ning daughter who has not been found out." 

Rene clasped and unclasped her fingers un- 
easily, and was about to speak, when, as if in 
direct answer to Virginia's assertion, the 
door was flung open, and Jeannette entered 
with a little familiar smile, and announced, 
" Mr. Paul Fleming." 
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CHAPTER V. 

"Oh, he's as tedious as a tired horse, a railing wife." 
— Shakespeare, Henry IV. 

If Jeannette had announced His Satanic 
Majesty, his advent would not have caused 
more consternation. Virginia looked at 
Rene with surprised comprehension. Al- 
ready a horrible suspicion had taken posses- 
sion of her. Rene held out her hand appeal- 
ingly. She took no notice, but walked 
slowly toward the door ; then, as if changing 
her mind, she turned and said, " If I have 
loved you as a sister, it was because I thought 
you frivolous, not sinful. I am not a prude, 
and cannot be called narrow-minded, but I 
fear I have misunderstood you. Good-by." 

Rene did not attempt to detain her. An 
utter recklessness filled her heart. 

Virginia hurried to the street as though 
anxious to escape contamination. As she 
reached the sidewalk, she breathed a sigh of 
relief and walked more slowly. 

One great fault of most women is their 
snobbishness. Virginia was as petty as many 
of her sex. She had loved Rene, she said, 
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and yet now, when Rene most needed her 
friendship, she wrapped herself closely in her 
garb of virtue, and gloated over her own 
superiority. She knew that Mrs. Grundy had 
coupled the names of Rene and Fleming, and 
also that that estimable young man had 
announced his intention of carrying out his 
father's wishes, in that he should marry 
Theresa, his cousin's child. Hence his pres- 
ence here while Rene was hiding from her 
friends was to her of awful significance, for 
it left no doubt in her mind as to her guilt ; 
her very conversation had been proof. At 
first, a profound contempt for Rene's weak- 
ness filled her, then a just indignation that 
she should so deceive Tom — dear, honest 
Tom — who was her own playmate when they 
were children together. Of course, he never 
thought of falling in love with her instead of 
the beautiful Rene. She remembered how 
hard it was for her to listen to his effusive 
demonstrations over the color of her hair and 
eyes. Ah, well, after all, the greatest joy in 
all the world is in giving pleasure, not receiv- 
ing it; so Virginia tried to think. Yet a 
little sigh would sometimes escape those 
smiling lips, for, after all, it was a little tire- 
some to give all and to receive nothing — 
nothing. How selfish to think that ! Was 
she not called " the charming Miss Stone," 
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" the sweet Miss Stone," beloved by all — all. 
Surely this was enough to content the most — 

" Good-afternoon, Miss Stone." 

" Oh, Mr. Petry, how you startled me. 
When did you return from Denver ? " 
* " Yesterday. Laid over in Chicago to see 
the Fair. Wonderful ! Wonderful ! Tried 
to be pessimistic because I don't like Chi- 
cago, but I was disappointed. It's wonder- 
ful ! Wonderful ! Why, my dear lady, 
would you believe there is an education in 
three months at the Fair?" 

"No — ah, yes, exactly. Your wife is 
well?" 

" Never better in her life. And how she 
did enjoy the Fair ! First, she would insist 
upon preferring the Art Building to the 
Manufactures, but I won the day " 

" Pardon me, but are you still at the 
Windsor?" 

" No ; we have taken a house on Fifty-third 
Street. You must call and hear what my 
wife has to say about the Fair. Positively, it 
is the most wonderful Exposition — Ah, so it 
is your street ; well, good-by. Don't fail to 
try and see the World's Fair. Wonderful ! 
Wonderful!" 

" We returned from the Fair a few weeks 
ago." 

" Ah, so ? It's wonderful ! Wonderful ! " 
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CHAPTER VI. 

"Oh ! That there should be such boundless desire in our 
little bodies." 

— Seneca's Morals. 

" It will make no difference, dearest." It 
is Fleming who is speaking. On his coun- 
tenance there is no trace now of a bored ex- 
pression, and the soft terms of endearment 
are to Rene's ears like balm to a wounded 
soul. 

" Ah, you say that, but I feel that it is not 
true. Paul, why have you done this; why 
did you not wait until this great love you 
boast of had cooled ere you became linked 
to another woman " 

" How like a child you argue," he inter- 
rupted. " It is for your sake, as well as 
mine, that I am to be married, for then they 
can no longer couple our names, and my 
father's estate will not revert to an already 
affluent charitable institution. Besides, it is 
the material more than the ideal that binds 
us two so closely, my darling. I understand 
your faults as no one else does, and love you 
more because 1 recognize and understand 
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them, than for the virtues the world sees in 
you." 

Paul did not exaggerate when he made 
this statement. The bond which held these 
two together, though not uncommon, is sel- 
dom so bluntly voiced. As a matter of fact, 
these two never met without quarreling, 
which was the material food upon which 
their love existed — its exhilarator, idealism, 
was furnished by the reconciliations. Rene 
felt something akin to contempt for the self- 
ishness of the love of this man, for whom 
she had sacrificed so much, yet tried to think 
and speak calmly of his approaching mar- 
riage. 

"Is she pretty?" she asks, trying to ap- 
pear indifferent. 

" Oh, a little doll sort of thing," he said ; 
" in fact, I have hardly noticed her." 

" Clever ? " she persists. 

" I don't know. As clever as a country 
girl usually is, I suppose ; of course, she can 
never lay claim to the wit of a Rene." 

" My wit," said Rene, haughtily, " I shall 
donate to my Lord and Master." 

" Don't," he answered, calmly ; " he might 
find it time-worn, like your virtue." 

" In either case," she retorted, angrily, " he 
need not be jealous of you." Then followed 
a pause, during which Paul idly puffed his 
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cigar. She continued sullenly : " No wit is 
less witty than low wit." (Another pause.) 
Rene arose and stood in front of him. " You 
are in a cruel, foolish mood this afternoon." 

" Very well, I will be foolish. 1 love you," 
he said. 

" I prefer a fool less foolish," she an- 
swered. 

" As you please, then. I am your humble 
servant," bowing low. 

She regarded him from head to foot, and 
answered, archly, " You are discharged for 
incompetency." Then, breaking into wild, 
uncontrollable sobs, she said, falteringly, 
" We must not quarrel, Paul. I — I am fool- 
ish, I know, but you were so late to-day, 
and, in two weeks, I must return home. He 
— Tom — is coming back. Paul, I am so mis- 
erable." 

"There, there, where is my brave little 
woman ? The world has nothing to do with 
us now. We have hushed the scandal-mon- 
gers, and we will simply live for each other." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

14 What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba?" 

— Shake spear e t Hamlet. 

" But, Miss Fleming, does he always stay 
away from home like this ? " 

" Yes, my dear Tessie. . You see my broth- 
er's a very busy man." 

" Oh, 1 hate business; It is so tiresome. 
Tell me something about that Mr. Wheaf- 
leigh we met at the Stones' last night. I like 
him; he's so ugly that he's cunning. And 

when old Mr. B tried to flirt with you, 

you remember? I was simply dying to 
laugh at him, and when I looked across the 
table at Mr. Wheatleigh, why he kicked me 
under the table." 

" What ! Tessie ! Jack did that ? I'm as- 
tonished. And what did you do? " 

" I kicked back." 

" Disgraceful ! Must I tell you every day, 
my dear, that you are a maffcjfld woman, and 
must be more dignified ? Jarc is a dear boy, 
and has always been a favorite of mine, but 
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he is inclined to impose on my fondness for 
him." 

" He told me he was the poorest thing on 
earth. Is he?" 

"Jack is very poor, but he is very clever, 
and will succeed in his chosen profession. 
How do you like Virginia? " 

" Oh, I'm simply in love with her. She 
smells like baby powder and is so good- 
natured. How every one seems to love her. 
1 wish I could be like her." 

" I hope you will be in time, dear." 

" Oh, no, I'm sure 1 never shall be. She 
laughs FOR everybody ; I always want to 
laugh at everybody. Dear, I do wish Paul 
would hurry up. I'm so hungry. I don't 
think we ought to wait for him." Then, 
running to the bay window, she drums 
nervously on the pane with her finger-tips, 
and presses her pretty nose out of shape. Her 
two weeks of married life have not changed 
her, and, so far, she has been quite content. 
Her new sister-in-law is rather masculine in 
her manner, but very good-hearted, and she 
has many friends already. The only thing 
that disappointed her was her husband. 
But, then, had he not told her mother he 
was a very busy man ? " Here he comes. 
Doesn't he look funny ? I mean — oh — hasn't 
he a queer walk ? " 
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" I think brother has a very distinguished 
air," Miss Fleming haughtily replied. She 
greets her brother with a fond smile, and 
leaves Tessie alone to receive a cold kiss, 
which she does very much as a child accepts 
a dose of paregoric. 

" Are you lonely here ? " he said, as they 
entered the dining-room together. 

" Lonely ! Why, no ; I don't have time to 
think of such a thing. You know I love to 
read ; and, besides, your library here is so 
much more interesting than the one at 
home." 

" I am glad to hear you say that. I had 
thought my library a little incomplete. Tell 
me, what books interest you most?" This 
he said in an indulgent manner, fully expect- 
ing her to say her favorite authors were Miss 
Holmes, The Duchess and Bertha M. Clay. 
Imagine his consternation when she inno- 
cently replied, " Well, last week, I found a 
lovely book, ' The Decameron/ by Boccaccio, 
and now I am busy reading some volumes I 
found, by Emile Zola." 

Paul looked at her in utter amazement. 
Truly, he had left this young woman too 
much to herself. A little blush of shame at 
his own negligence crossed his face. He 
would have a talk with Matilda that very 
evening. 
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"Would you like me to take you to the 
theatre to-night ? " he said. 

"The theatre! How grand!" She had 
never been to the theatre, but she had read 
some plays at home, and had even taken part 
in some amateur performances. She replied 
that she would be delighted. 

"Will Mr. Wheatleigh be there?" she 
asks. 

" No," answered Fleming, gruffly. 

How dainty, how delicate she looked. 
How like a little queen she sat at the head 
of the table. Yes, it was good to come home 
to dinner ; he had never thought so before, 
but, hereafter, he was determined he should 
come more often. 

" I watched you for a long time coming up 
the street," she said, sweetly. 

" Did you ? " he said with his condescend- 
ing smile. Yes, she was certainly charming. 

" Hum — hum," she replied, "I noticed for 
the first time how bow-legged you are. You 
may change the cover, Andrew." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

44 Hand grasps hand, eye lights eye in good friendship, 
And great hearts expand, 
And grow one in the sense of this world's life." 

— Robert Browning, 

" If there is one thing I dislike more than 
another, it is a stag party. A gathering of 
congenial souls (and there never was one yet 
that couldn't boast of one or two uncongenial 
souls) start out with a sternly fixed deter- 
mination to have fun where woman is not. 
The result is that every man is in an almost 
dangerous state of forced merriment from 
the beginning. And the only enjoyment in 
the whole trip is found in relieving one's 
mind of every naughty story he has ever 
coined or heard, and gleefully reflecting that 
that is one thing at least he cannot indulge 
in at home. If, after the first day out, there 
is a man in the party who has not imbibed to 
a demoralizing extent, he is at once put down 
as unsociable. In the afternoon, he lies down 
on the soft, damp ground and smokes his 
pipe, and tries to argue to himself that he is 
enjoying himself quite as much as on the 
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divan of his cosy old den. Mosquitoes, ants, 
and rheumatism lurk in every corner,, but — 
pshaw ! A man mustn't mind those little in- 
conveniences, for what are they compared to 
the great pleasures of a stag party ? " And 
Tom leaned back in his chair with a sigh. 

Virginia laughed and inquired : " Have 
you not enjoyed yourself during your three 
weeks' trip ? " 

" No ! " he replied, shortly. " Rene re- 
turned yesterday. I would have met her at 
the depot if she had let me know, but she 
said she preferred to surprise me." 

"She is well?" 

" No-0-0, that is, she has not complained, 
but I do not think she looks as well as before 
I went away. By the way, I hear that Flem- 
ing is married. I met him last night at the 
club, and I invited him to call with his wife 
to tea this afternoon. Have you met her? " 

" Yes, I've met her," she replied, absently. 

" And do you like her ? " 

" Very much ; she is a beautiful little 
creature," and she talked to some length of 
Tess, refraining to mention her husband's 
neglect of her, which had been commented 
upon by many who observed that he was 
seldom seen with her, and that he left her 
entirely to the care of his sister Matilda. 

" Well, dear girl," said Tom, after a long 
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talk, " I must be going. Sorry I can't see 
your mother. I trust she will be better to- 
morrow, and able to join us on our yachting 
trip. Will you take tea with us this after- 
noon ? " 

"If mother can spare me, I will. Good- 
by, Tom. I am so glad you are back again, 
and looking so well." 

As she heard the front door close, she ran 
to the window and peeped through the lace 
curtains. A more than usually large crowd 
of promenaders were on the avenue, and 
Tom's broad shoulders were soon lost to 
view. She stood regarding the multitude 
and sighed as she mused. " Think of being 
married as they are ! Think of it ! How 
horrible ! See this mass of selfish, ungodly 
humanity, elbowing and jostling each other, 
oblivious to all but self. And yet two souls 
whom God joins together, and whom no mor- 
tal but sins who separates, these two allow 
this same mob to come between them. How 
sinful, how unnatural ! He goes to his 
friends for sympathy, she to hers, and so, 
day by day, they grow farther and farther 
apart until the cipher in their lives, that they 
term people, has robbed their union of all 
that was sacred, and then they curse fate 
and say ' Marriage is a failure.' Ah, in the 
house of the soul, there is no failure in any- 
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thing ; it is the fault of the ' people/ we see 
through the windows, and pass by our doors, 
but once admit them into the sanctity of our 
house, and all that is godly takes leave. 
Poor, drifting little midges that we are. 
How can we lay bare the chambers of the 
soul to the vulgar criticism of earthly judg- 
ment?" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" We are ready enough to limit others, but loath to put 
bounds and restraint upon ourselves. Though we know that 
many times a greater evil is cured by a less ; and the mind that 
will not be brought to virtue by precepts, comes to it frequent- 
ly by necessity." 
fc — Seneca s Morals, 

When a woman who has never been used 
to the concealment of any thought or act 
in her simple life finds herself suddenly sur- 
rounded by individuals to whom her little 
woes and ideas are not of the slightest inter- 
est, it naturally causes a longing for some 
sympathetic ear into which she may pour all 
her sorrow, in the hope of receiving — what ? 
Well, nothing, perhaps. At any rate, it is a 
relief to the mind, laying down a burden in 
the hope of someone consenting to take it on 
their own shoulders. How dependent we 
are. How we rush to a doctor to place 
upon his skill the responsibility of a pain ; 
even the Christian Scientist depends upon 
faith to restore. 

Tess had grown silent, morose, and whim- 
sical, full of vague surprise that everyone 
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seemed so absorbed in him or her self. She 
was beginning to feel an all-powerful desire 
to gain some confidante, and the most desir- 
able one, to her thinking, was Virginia. 

A few weeks ago, Paul, on perceiving this 
change in his wife, suggested a trip to the 
seaside — a suggestion eagerly embraced by 
Tess, to whom a change of any kind was % 
agreeable. For a while she was her old self 
again ; but, alas, it was not long before she 
began to feel this perpetual ennui which had 
so changed her. He had invited a few 
friends to their home, but, as yet, Tess's lit- 
tle face had refused to brighten. She would 
sit for hours trying to analyze her feelings. 
" What do I want ? I have friends in whom 
I can confide, but what have I to confide ? 
That I am dissatisfied with married life? 
No, I would not see more of my husband if I 
could, yet could not see much less of him if 
I would." 

One evening Tess sat alone in the drawing- 
room, awaiting the return of the guests from 
a little boating-trip in which she bad not 
cared to join, Miss Fleming excusing her on 
the plea of a bad headache. Paul tele- 
graphed her from the city that he would be 
up earlier than usual this evening, and would 
bring with him Mr. St. Ives and his wife. 
Tess had met Rene but once, and liked her 
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immensely. So she ran upstairs to dress a 
little earlier than usual, anxious to look her 
best to receive her husband's guests. After 
donning her most becoming gown she sur- 
veyed herself in the pier-glass attentively for 
a while, and mused : " Oh, why are women 
such frail, ' namby-pamby ' things, trying con- 
tinually to outshine each other with costly 
' gewgaws ' bought with the price of some 
man's labor. I wonder how it feels to be a 
man." Suddenly catching the train of her 
gown in her hand, she runs swiftly through 
the hall into her husband's private dens, 
pausing on the threshold, a little afraid, as 
she had never before entered them. There 
by the bed is his dressing-gown — she slips 
it on, regardless of her dinner-dress ; snatch- 
ing up his smoking-cap from a table, she sets 
it jauntily on her curly head. It is awful- 
ly big for her, but the effect is picturesque. 
Then, terrible to relate, sb£ selects a cigar- 
ette from his smoking-table, and settling her- 
self comfortably in an arm-chair, commences 
to puff vigorously ; the smoke curls into 
her eyes, nose, and throat, and makes her 
quite ill. " Horrid things ! how can men 
prefer them to bon-bons? Now, if I were a 
man, I'd change things around to my way of 
thinking. They wouldn't smoke horrid ci- 
garettes, stay out late at night, or drink bit- 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 




k DEAR ME ! HOW FUNNY EVERYTHING LOOKS ! ' : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 37 

ter stuff like this " — picking up an inviting- 
looking decanter — " I wonder why men like 
it. It only makes them stupid. I think Fll 
try to see how it feels. Paul always swal- 
lows it right down quick. Now, I won't 
stop until all that is in this little glass is 
down. Oh, I can't. It smells so nasty. 
Now, one — two — three. Boo-o-o ! Oh, it 
isn't so bad after you get it down. Of 
course, it's an acquired taste. I don't think 
the cigarette so bad, either " — puff — puff — 
" quite fascinating " — puff — puff. " Dear me, 
how funny everything looks ; seems to dance. 
I feel — I feel as if I were a princess — no, I 
think I feel more like a prince. I think it's 
lovely to be a man. Wish I was a man. 
Just guess I'd make things gay. I'd bring 
everyone into my way of thinking. Stay up 
all night and — and — sleep in the daytime, 
just like they did in the book by Boccaccio 
th^t I read. Bother staying in the country. 
I wish — I wish " 

But we shall never know what she wished 
just then, for the little head fell forward, the 
cap tipped over, the tassel rested on the 
pretty, pink nose, and Tess had carried her 
theories of sex into dreamland. 

An hour later Paul entered and stood 
speechless with amazement and anger. The 
little offender slept peacefully, in blissful ig- 
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norance. He crossed the room and stood 
regarding her sternly for a moment. Then, 
shaking her roughly by the shoulder, he 
said : " Wake up, madam. Your conduct is 
astonishing. Did you not receive my tele- 
gram ? My sister is dressing for dinner, and 
there was no one to receive our guests. 
What on earth is the matter ? " 

Tess was looking stupidly at him through 
the prodigious tassel ; then, turning her head, 
she caught sight of the decanter, and, blush- 
ing furiously, blurted out, " You are all so 
tiresome here that I wanted to do something 
to amuse myself, so I — I " 

" Drank my brandy ? " said Paul, sneering- 
ly, taking up the glass she had set in front of 
her. " Had I known you were anxious to 
overcome its effects I should not have dis- 
turbed your slumbers." 

She looked at him with fine scorn in her 
eyes. " Why should I fear confession ? I 
tried to drink some of your favorite bever- 
age ; that one small draught affected and 
put me to sleep is not to my discredit ; be- 
sides, I have seen you drink too much wine 
at dinner. Last night your face was as red 
as it could be. Perhaps I, too, should wait 
until I am in the presence of our guests ere 
I indulge." 

He smiled, superciliously, and replied, " If 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 39 

you were not such a child I might try to tell 
you that what is often permissible for a man 
is very bad form for a woman." 

" Oh, yes, we frail creatures are meant to 
smile with bland inferiority, while our would- 
be superiors reduce their minds to a state of 
imbecility." 

" No gentleman will become intoxicated in 
the presence of ladies, or beyond the extent 
good form prescribes." 

" No ; but when they have had their cigars 
and return to the drawing-room, we must 
not be rude enough to mind their puffing 
their liquor-laden breaths into our faces. 
Oh ! I hate your pretentious way of living. 
This is not good form. That is not good 
form. After all, what is good form ? A code 
of laws that instructs man to live as near like 
an automaton as possible. It means to draw 
your individuality into a mould of clay and 
submit it to the environment, which pounds 
it into whatever shape may suit its conve- 
nience. I refuse to be in good form unless it 
amuses me. I care for nothing but myself. 
So there ! " And Tess stalked proudly past 
him, leaving behind her a dainty aroma of 
violets, her favorite flower. Modest, meek, 
bashful violets, how strange that they should 
be Tess's favorite flower. 
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CHAPTER X. 

" Nothing comes to us too soon but sorrow." 

— Bailey, Fcstus. 

"You are looking very tired to-night, 
Tessie," said Virginia, a few hours later, the 
same evening. 

Tess winced slightly, and tried to throw 
off that sense of fatigue that seemed to op- 
press her. 

Virginia continued, " The gentlemen will 
not finish their cigars for some time. Come, 
let us have a little chat. Tell me, dear, do 
you prefer the seaside to the city ? " 

Tess allowed Virginia to lead her to a low 
ottoman in a pretty palm-leaf corner. After 
remaining silent for a moment she said, 
thoughtfully, " I think I prefer the seaside, 
but the city is the best to forget one's self 
in." 

" Why, Tess, Ao you seek forgetfulness ? " 

" No-o, only I think the city is nicer for 
young married people. They can enjoy 
themselves, instead of trying to enjoy each 
other. Of course, at the seaside one has 
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nothing to do but be true ; now in the city 
it is impossible to be true." 

" It is possible to be true always/' rebuked 
Virginia. " The idea that one is not able to 
control one's love for another after marriage 
is a myth, and only a woman who is really 
bad will allow herself to love any man but 
her husband." 

" Well, then, please, I want to be bad." 

" I don't think you know what you are say- 
ing." 

" Yes, I do — I do," said Tess, excitedly. 
" I know that I am nearly twenty and I've 
never had a sweetheart, except my husband, 
and he — he — oh, he's so stuffy. He's always 
reading, writing, or eating ; and oh, he eats 
an awful lot, too. Did you ever notice it ? 
Why, I read a book the other day, by a wom- 
an, and, oh, my ! you never heard of so much 
love in your life as her heroine had. It be- 
came quite savage at times, and I thought 
when I read it that whoever wrote the book 
must have had a great deal of experience. 
Yet the newspapers said the author was a 
mere girl." 

At this moment Matilda joined them with 
Wheatleigh, who had just arrived. Tess's 
face flushed with pleasure on seeing him, 
while Matilda, who had overheard the last of 
Tess's remark, said, " I know the book you 
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allude to. I am surprised to see that so 
much immodesty and free - thinking is ex- 
pressed in some of the reading-matter of to- 
day. I tremble for the purity of our young 
girls. Especially that class of sensational lit- 
erature furnished by those ambitious young 
women who are so anxious to prove that they 
know everything that only men are meant to 
know." 

Here Tess interrupted : " But I want to 
know everything." 

" Know that you know nothing, and you 
will know something," said Wheatleigh. 

" I don't see why women should not know 
quite as much of anything and everything as 
men," retorted Tess. 

Wheatleigh smiled and said, " Rivolat 
wrote, * God has denied genius to women, to 
concentrate the fire in her heart.' " 

Tess turned her pretty nose in the air with 
scorn. " Pooh ! How terribly behind the 
times Rivolat is. Pshaw ! when I read such 
remarks I am glad I don't love anyone." 

Matilda looked down at her in annoyed 
surprise. " Why ! You love your husband, 
child, don't you ? " 

" Oh, ye-es," replied Tess, a little fright- 
ened. Then, ducking her head to one side, 
she looked at her and said, roguishly, " So 
does my husband." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

" Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow, 
The rest is all but leather or prunella." 

— Pope's Essay on Man. 

" By Jove, Wheatleigh has stolen a march 
on us, boys," said Fleming, entering the 
drawing-room, followed by Tom and the 
Reverend Cheney — the latter a friend of 
Fleming's unlamented papa. Fleming, Se- 
nior, had had but few friends, and for that 
reason this reverend gentleman pitied and 
loved him. A strange face was this man's — 
full of grandeur and noble thought, firm, 
well-cut lips that looked as though he had 
set upon them the seven seals of the " Reve- 
lations." A soft, loving eye, that seemed to 
search anxiously among the multitude as if in 
quest of some soul glancing through the mir- 
rors of the flesh and declaring that they are 
ready to receive the wonderful truths which 
he fears the world is not yet fit to know. 
Yet so unassuming is he that no one felt the 
awe in his presence generally inspired by 
men of his cloth. He crossed the room to 
where Rene was standing alone by the piano, 
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looking over some music. She raised her 
head as he approached, and welcomed him 
with a smile. " Well, now that you have 
deigned to return to us, I have a question to 
ask. Why do men laugh more during the 
half hour devoted to cigars than at any other 
time during the evening ? " 

" I do not quite know," he rejoined. " Per- 
haps it is because women have not, as a rule, 
the eighth sense — humor." 

Rene shook her head laughingly, and mak- 
ing a great pretence at annoyance, she said, 
" Nothing wounds me so much as to have it 
said that women have no sense of humor. 
Women undoubtedly excel in satire and are 
the greatest appreciators of fine wit, as his- 
tory has proven/' 

" Yes, they excel in innuendoes as a rule, 
no doubt, but satire is not the highest form 
of wit. However, let us not argue the ques- 
tion. Why all this antagonism between the 
sexes as to the superiority of either. Shall I 
tell you what prevents women, at present, 
from becoming the equals of men ? " 

"No, what?" said Rene. 

" Women," he replied. " It is because the 
average woman, bless her, is too romantic to 
be intellectual, and intellect requires mate- 
rialism. When a woman acquires this, she 
becomes decidedly uninteresting to men." 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 45 

" Which is, of course, an excellent reason 
why she should stunt the growth of her in- 
tellect" 

" Not to stunt it; no, madam, but to enrich 
it in other things in which her sex will always 
be the greater. Of course, life is the prero- 
gative of him who lives, to a great extent." 

" But I insist upon believing that man is 
superior only when his brain is an authorita- 
tive basis upon which he can exert his supe- 
riority. Shall I sing this for you ? " 

Without waiting for a reply, she sat at the 
piano and sang in a low, sweet voice, while 
the reverend gentleman listened attentively. 
In another corner of the room Tess was 
leaning over the arm of her chair, talking 
eagerly to Wheatleigh. She had not ap- 
peared so happy in weeks. " Tell me more 
about your travels," she was saying. 

Wheatleigh answered, lightly, " Unlike any 
other country, one finds a distinct individual- 
ity stamped upon every city of size in the 
United States. Such as the energy of Chi- 
cago, the frivolity of San Francisco, the filthi- 
ness of Cincinnati, and the stateliness of Bos- 
ton. I particularly enjoyed Salt Lake City. 
I was very anxious to see what a Mormon 
looked like. J3ut I found them much the 
same as other individuals, with the exception 
of the fact that they all wore beards. The 
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Tabernacle was most impressive. There 
were four hundred voices in the choir, and 
they made about as much noise as our ama- 
teur opera company chorus of twenty. 
There were six or seven old men there who, 
they told me, were saints ; but they appeared 
more like hod-carriers, who washed up on 
Sunday for Mormon's sweet sake. The Tem- 
ple is gorgeous — at least, we take their word 
for it that it is, for no one but a Mormon is 
allowed to see the interior. As it takes some 
time to become a Mormon, and I had but 
twenty-four hours to spare, I thought I 
would forego the interior. In fact, Salt Lake 
City is the greatest city between Chicago 
and San Francisco, because there are no 
others on that road between." 

" How do you like New York ? " asked 
Tess. 

" New York is sublime/' said Wheatleigh ; 
"at least the part of it that I know best. 
There are three classes of men who are de- 
cidedly fraternal in New. York — actors, paint- 
ers, and authors. They immortalize many 
places, more often with their credit than with 
their patronage. They are all to be seen 
dodging around the same corners for the 
same meals. The cheapest places are pa- 
tronized the most, not because the state of 
their exchequer will not permit of a more 
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elaborate bill of fare — oh, no ! scorn the 
idea! But because they meet all the dear 
fellows there, who happen to be in the same 
boat. Oh, Bohemia is sublime. The very 
air breathes art, romance, and — tobacco. 
The young man in threadbare but scrupu- 
lous attire, Apollo Belvidere bang, and der- 
by, is the actor ; the fellow next to him, with 
unkempt hair, a button off his vest, a high 
collar and faded tie, is the author ; the man 
in the corner, with a turn-over collar, sailor- 
knot, curly locks, is the artist. They are full 
of grand ideas about fame and fortune, but 
the non-possession of these things does not 
seem to impair their appetites in the least." 

Tess laughed immoderately. Was he not 
too delightful ! She could talk to him for- 
ever, while Paul was so tiresome — always so 
full of business. 

" It is so warm here, let us take a little 
walk on the beach," said Tess. " I love to 
see the water by sunset." 

Oh ! Tess, take care ! Sunset walks are 
dangerous. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

" No one is so accursed by fate, 
No one so utterly desolate ; 
But some heart, though unknown, 
Responds unto his own." 

Longfellow^ Endymion. 

WHEATLEIGH paused at the foot of the ter- 
race to gaze at the scene before him. " What 
a glorious evening this is ! Look yonder at 
the bold dash of crimson in the horizon. 
How superbly it blends with the indigo of 
the heavens above and the gray strip of earth 
beneath." 

" It is the sun's good-night to the world, 
and he is weeping tears of blood/' murmured 
Tess. 

" Nay, rather say he is shedding the warm, 
red rays of love into our homes, to spur us 
on to a nobler and a better morrow." 

"Tell me why you are always so happy, 
will you ? " asked Tess. 

" Why ? Because I am always content. I 
think it's the grandest thing imaginable to be 
alive. Just to be on God's green earth. Just 
to know I have a soul, therefore am superior 
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to all these beautiful things on earth, formed 
of the dust of the ground, yet lacking the 
first principle — self - consciousness. I have 
no religion because I believe everything. 
That such things could be — that are — is suf- 
ficient to convince me that anything is possi- 
ble. Place all our theology on a practical 
basis and we have — what ? A code of laws 
requiring faith in the laws of a God and obe- 
dience to the laws of man. Of course it is 
deplorable that the Christian religion is not 
one grand church. It gives the sceptic an 
opportunity to- argue that a principle that 
cannot stand firm and united has not enough 
dignity in it to serve as a basis upon which 
they must build their life system. Let them 
argue and, while they grow old trying to 
solve their problems, the really wise are liv- 
ing, laughing, and loving, believing every- 
thing, yet knowing nothing." 

" Oh," cried Tess, " how can you help be- 
ing a little tired of everything ? I thought 
at first I should be perfectly satisfied if I 
could see the world. Yet I found it much 
like a great ball, at which no one was allowed 
to unmask. Then everything and everybody 
seemed so material. I don't think I believe 
in anything any more " 

There was a world of compassion in his 
face as she spoke. Poor little wife! How 
4 
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he longed to take her in his arms and soothe 
her as a child. Why had fate decreed that 
this little, frail thing should suffer for the 
want of a protector and friend ? In grief 
there is a dignity that cows cynicism, al- 
though Tess did not understand how to con- 
ceal her feelings, she would have scorned the 
idea of anyone's sympathy. 

He laid his broad palm on her curly head, 
and gently forcing her to look up at him, he 
said, " Why ! what a cynical little philoso- 
pher it is. And why tired of everything ? " 

" Because there's nothing new under the 
sun." 

" True, but there are lots of old things 
worth living for." 

Yes, yes, there is hope here ; there is 
truth in what he says. And immediately a 
strong wave of animalism swept over her, 
rendering her almost breathless and giddy. 
Her lips parted in a smile, her eyes sparkled, 
and her dainty nostrils dilated. Suddenly 
she turned to him and said, slowly and soft- 
ly, " Will you kiss me ? " 

Wheatleigh stood still, and regarded her 
for a moment in surprise, then sadly smiling 
at her, with half-closed eyes, he answered, 
shortly, " No." For a time neither spoke. 
Tess was frightened and ashamed. She 
looked through the corner of her eyes to see 
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if he was angry. No, there was no anger in 
his face ; his head was thrust a little forward, 
as though peering into space, his eyes were 
full of wistfulness. The square-set chin she 
had always liked seemed to protrude more 
than usual. Yet she had never seen him 
look as handsome as now. Timidly clutch- 
ing at his sleeve, she murmured, " Forgive 
me!" 

He drew a deep, quivering breath, and 
turned to her with a smile. " I have noth- 
ing to forgive, child. There, we had better 
go in now. It is growing too cold for you." 

She walked penitently by his side. At the 
foot of the stairs she turned, and holding 
out her hands to him said, softly, " Good- 
night." 

He took both hands, and clasped them 
firmly in one broad palm, "God bless and 
keep you, little one. Good-night." Then 
turning quickly, he passed through the mas- 
sive door, far out into the thickening mists. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

" Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to effect." 

— Shakespeare i Tempest, 

All next day Tess thought of what 
Wheatleigh had said. " Lots of old things 
worth living for." Ay, truly, he was right 
and she had been wrong. She was selfish, 
and therefore unhappy. Think of all she 
might have done. She was rich, while many 
were starving. She had been gazing at the 
moon, while hungry children had held out 
their hands to her. Yes, she would help the 
poor. She would seek out worthy charities 
herself, and then surely she would find hap- 
piness in their gratitude. She had taken a 
noble resolve. She would be less rude to 
her husband, more thoughtful of others, but 
first of all, she would help the poor. Thus 
she argued all day long, and when her hus- 
band returned from the city she immediate- 
ly sought him in his study. He did not hear 
her as she entered, and continued to write 
with a rapid stroke. 

" I want to help the poor," she said, and 
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she laid her dainty little hands in front of 
him to prevent him writing any further. 

"I must send my secretary to you," he 
answered. " Don't bother me now ; I am 
busy." 

"I will, I will help the poor," she said, 
" and you must listen to me and must do 
what I tell you." 

He arose and leaned upon the back of the 
chair, as though greatly bored by this inter- 
ruption. Piqued by his manner, Tessie's 
good resolutions flew to the winds, and a 
mischievous twinkle lit her eye. 

" Do you know," she said, " that there is 
something about Wheatleigh that I love. 
His little brown eyes send cold chills down 
my back when he talks to me. I feel as if I 
want to bite his little, round, fat face. I like 
him, I like him, I like him, and, do you know, 
yesterday I asked him to kiss me." 

He looked at her angrily and astonished. 
How righteous he was ! How dare his wife 
presume to allow anyone to be familiar with 
her ? " How dare you ? " he said, his voice 
full of disgust. Truly, for a well-bred wom- 
an, there was something dreadfully vulgar in 
her composition. And this last act was so 
entirely unwomanly he could do nothing 
but glare at her and repeat, " How dare 
you?" 
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She looked at him in astonishment. " I 
dare do any thing," she said. "I always have 
my own way." 

" It would be better," he said, " if you were 
to try to practise a little bit of discretion, 
and then I should not object to your having 
your own way." 

" I like him," she said, " and I hate you.'* 
Her hand went out swiftly, as she delivered 
a most resounding box on his ear. 

He caught her arm quickly, above the el- 
bow, and dragging her resisting form, as if 
she were a doll, he led her swiftly upstairs — 
so swiftly, in fact, that Tess had to run to 
keep up with him. As he arrived at the sec- 
ond landing, he opened the door of her bed- 
room, shoved her swiftly inside and closed 
and locked the door. 

Tess struck out with her little fists, with 
all the vigor of a healthy young body. " I 
want to get out," she said. " I will get out." 
But she kicked and hammered in vain. " Let 
me out, you horrid thing," she said. 

" Do you know what you are ? " was the 
calm rejoinder. 

" No," she said, in a smothered whisper. 
" What ami!" 

" A little beast," he answered, unlocking 
the door. " Now, if you wish, you may 
come out." 
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Tess was left alone. She turned and sank 
on a sofa. " I hate him. I hate everything 

but Wh , yes, I hate him, too, because I 

asked him to kiss me. I wish I could think 
of something else awful to do. It's real ex- 
citing to make him angry, and, oh ! Pickles ! 
don't he get angry. My ! I forgot I was go- 
ing to be real good, but I'm sure it isn't my 
fault if no one will give me the chance." 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" Oh, known and unknown of my common flesh, 
Caught in this common net of death and woe. 
And life which binds to both, I see, I feel 
The vastness of the agony of earth." 

— Sir Edwin Arnold, Light of Asia. 

Tess's first effort to relieve distress had 
terminated in a most humiliating scene, but, 
nothing daunted, she soon resolved to look 
about for worthy subjects of her charity. So 
thoroughly was her mind taken up with her 
excellent intentions that she did not notice 
that Wheatleigh continually avoided her. 
In fact she tried to forget their little scene 
in the moonlight. Neither did she observe 
that Virginia and Rene scarcely ever spoke 
when thrown together ; that Tom was look- 
ing tired and thin ; and that Paul, her hus- 
band, was growing very bad-tempered. No. 
Why should these things interest her? All 
of these people had plenty to eat, plenty 
to wear, while hundreds around their own 
home were hungry. Scorning the idea that 
" Charity begins at home," she at once 
sought the Reverend Cheney, to consult 
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with him as to the means by which she 
could really do some good. 

" Do you know that I can never feel that 
to give so much a month to charitable con- 
cerns is real benevolence ? Of course, I wish 
always to contribute to them, but real char- 
ity is in finding individual cases and person- 
ally alleviating care." 

" A very noble desire, Mrs. Fleming," re- 
plied Cheney, " and I think you may be able 
to commence at once. I had a case brought 
to my notice this morning. A young mother 
had been for weeks at the point of death, and 
her husband's small salary is insufficient to 
procure for her barely the necessities, much 
less the luxuries, a sick woman requires." 

" Oh, take me to her. I should love to 
comfort her." 

They decided upon a plan by which she 
could go with him every day to the village, 
and, unknown, help those whom he deemed 
worthy. After lunch they started. But, as 
they walked together through the dirty 
streets of that part of the village which none 
but the poorest inhabit, she grew sick with 
disgust. " Oh, surely, it is not necessary to 
be so dirty," she complained. " Water is 
never hard to get. See, yonder are children 
playing in the gutter, absolutely covered 
with mud." 
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" They have no other playthings. Besides, 
these little ones are, as a rule, far healthier 
than our richly cared-for exotics/' 

" But," persisted Tess, " they are so far re- 
moved from thought, therefore must be un- 
godly." 

" On the contrary, I think that, as they are 
children of nature, they are less inclined to 
be sceptical. Learning is, as a rule, a road 
for the ungodly. That is, when we grow 
thoroughly worldly we find nothing that ap- 
peals to us in spirituality. 

" Would you like to hear a little story told 
me by an old monk whom I met on my wan- 
derings abroad ? I thought it truly beauti- 
ful. 

"'A child of love was born. She wan- 
dered through valleys and over mountains 
until she reached the City of Sin. Day 
never dawned there, and angry clouds shut 
out even the moonbeams. The child wrote 
a parable of truth, and held it high, that all 
might see it. But the sinners shrugged 
their shoulders and said : " The flesh is 
weak." She replied, " The flesh is dust, 'tis 
the soul that sins. Come! Follow me, and 
I will show you the light of the world." 
And they arose and went with her. " Why 
goest thou this way?" they argued. "We 
know not the road, 'tis rugged, and we fall 
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by the wayside." The child lifted them up, 
and answered, "To reach the City of Sin, 
thou hast passed through the Valleys of Ig- 
norance. This is the road of Hope, through 
which the Highway of Truth is gained, by 
paths of Faith. Come ! " " But can we not 
rest ?" they said. "See, yonder is a great 
and beautiful city, ablaze with lights." " The 
light of the world is not there," she replied. 
" What you see is the kingdom of Science. 
I will lead thee there, though it is not in our 
way. Wilt promise first not to listen to the 
voices ? " " Ay, we promise." But in this 
great city, the people sneered at them and 
mocked them. " See, they follow a child," 
they cried. " What seek ye, fools ? " " Hap- 
piness and light," they answered. " Why, 
we manufacture both. Seek no further. 
We are the people of God. Truth is here. 
Why waste time ? The dust will rot." " But 
the soul is immortal," replied the child. 
" Shall I tell thee why thy learned heads are 
bowed ? Why thy shoulders are bent ? Be- 
cause thou seekest light on the earth be- 
neath ; and it is to be found only in the 
heavens above. Look up. Ah, I see thou 
can'st not. Verily, I say unto thee, unless ye 
are born again, ye cannot enter the kingdom 
of heaven." So saying, she passed out of the 
city— ALONE/" 
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He paused for a moment, and then said, 
" Yonder is the dwelling. Has the walk fa- 
tigued you ? " 

" No ; I am very glad you brought me and 
— and — I thank you." 

Together they entered the humble little 
home in which there were but two rooms. 
The sick woman lay sleeping nervously, and 
opened her eyes as Tess and her companion 
entered. 
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CHAPTER XV, 

11 Words! Words! Words!" 

— Shakespeare, Hamlet. 

Tess had at last helped someone to a hap- 
pier frame of mind. The thrill that passes 
through the flesh at a noble thought that 
flashes through the brain can in a measure 
describe the material pride she felt at what 
she was pleased to call a good deed. She 
suddenly felt herself far removed from the 
frivolity surrounding her, and sat at dinner 
that same afternoon with an air of subdued 
tolerance that quite awed — herself. One 
thing annoyed her greatly. To her surprise 
no one seemed to have observed the change. 
She turned to hear what the Reverend 
Cheney was saying. Surely he, too, was 
filled with the solemnity of their afternoon 
visit. He was talking about actresses. 

" I do not think we can pass judgment on 
the morals of actresses. Those who gain 
notoriety by their private lives do so be- 
cause they can gain none by their profes- 
sional ones." 
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Tess turned and said : " I have heard that 
they are all very conceited/' 

" They may be. I have known of many 
who are said to be, but from what I have ob- 
served it is a kind of conceit that I rather 
admire. If thinking one's self too far above 
the ordinary mortal to descend to do a mean 
or ungraceful action is conceit, 'tis a pity we 
do not see more of it, for, as long as a man is 
a hero in his own mind he comes pretty near 
being as godly as man can be." 

" After all," said Tess, slowly, " not one of 
them makes as much impression on the world 
as the washerwoman who gives birth to ten 
children." 

There was a sudden lull in the conversa- 
tion, and everyone looked a little uneasy. 
The pastor's face flushed, but he did not re- 
ply ; while Fleming, her husband, who had 
heard their conversation, turned from Rene 
and looked her squarely in the face. It was 
a look of surprise and wonder, as if he had 
never before seen this woman. Tess did not 
notice the movement, but smiled at some- 
thing Wheatleigh had just said. He was 
talking to Matilda, and she noticed for the 
first time how really short he was. Matilda 
had to look down at him. Think — think of 
her asking this little man to kiss her. 

" Do you know, Miss Fleming," he was 
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saying, " that, as a rule, I'm awfully awkward 
in the presence of women ? If I wish to 
make an impression on one, I invariably act 
like a fool before her. If I walk in front of 
her, I'm sure to stumble in my effort to be 
graceful. If I walk behind her, I'm sure to 
step on her gown in my effort to be over-so- 
licitous, and my conversation is simian in its 
intelligence." 

Matilda regarded him severely for a mo- 
ment, and said, "Why is it you act at all? 
You would feel none of this if you would be 
natural. It is because you insist upon acting 
in the presence of women that we have so 
many affected, silly women in the world. It is 
hard for a woman to rise above the petty friv- 
olities of her sex. She is immediately termed 
' odd ' and * intolerable/ Whereas such a 
woman is, in reality, far more capable of real 
love than the ordinary, fashion-loving, self- 
conscious miss of to-day. Many say they 
deplore the modest maiden Scott has immor- 
talized. We are well rid of her. To a high 
mind nothing is immodest, and candor is far 
more beautiful than modesty." 

Wheatleigh sighed. " But you must con- 
fess that the frivolous butterfly who flutters 
through life's highway is a pleasing creat- 
ure." 

" Pleasing ? Bah ! So are the birds of 
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the air, the flowers of the field. Like them, 
she is an agglomeration of atoms in which 
the unit has no place. Whenever I feel that 
it is necessary for me to buy new gowns to 
receive gossiping callers, I have a sense of 
losing valuable time. Yet I have sat idly 
joking with a child for hours, and felt the 
time had been excellently well spent." 

" Tell me," said Wheatleigh, after a pause, 
"where do you think we find the most 
vice?" 

" Though I have lived long, Jack, I cannot 
answer ; but often I think it is where virtue 
is most gracefully depicted." 

" What a terrible woman you must be," 
etc. 

Somehow Tess felt decidedly bored and 
was quick to excuse herself after dinner, 
pleading headache. After donning a dress- 
ing-gown, she dismissed her maid and en- 
sconcing herself in a cosey chair, she sighed 
contentedly. Alone, at last alone, and her 
thoughts went back to her morning advent- 
ure, back to the loved wife and mother. She 
could hear the music and the laughter of 
her husband's guests. Suddenly her door 
opened, and Fleming stood for a moment 
on the threshold. Then firmly closing the 
door, he crossed the room to where she sat, 
speechless with surprise. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

" Wedlock's a saucy, sad, familiar state, 
Where folks are very apt to scold and hate." 

— Peter Pindar. 

" I heard that you were not well and 
came to see if I could be of any use. Shall 
I send for Dr. Cross ? " 

Tess did not seem to hear him. She was 
looking up at him with an expression of real 
fear. For the first time in her life she real- 
ized that he had a perfect right to be in her 
own private apartments ; that nothing, noth- 
ing was her very own, and what would have 
been a glorious thought to her, had she 
loved him, proved a horrible revelation, and 
filled her with a vague dread that he might 
dare to touch her familiarly — not only dare, 
but had the right. Instinctively she looked 
at his strong, square shoulders and large, 
white hands, and shrank back in the huge 
chair which already threatened to hide her 
from view. 'Twas a foolish idea, for Flem- 
ing stood looking down at her indifferently, 
and said, in the calmest voice imaginable, 
"Rene was telling me that you have not 
5 
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seemed well of late, and although I have not 
observed it, your complaining of a headache 
to-night made me think that perhaps this 
place does not agree with you. Is it so? " 

Her thought of a moment ago seemed, 
after reflection, so thoroughly absurd that 
she was at first inclined to laugh ; but re- 
membering that nothing he had said war- 
ranted it, she simply pressed her lips close 
together and tried to frown. Then sighing 
wearily, she said, " Oh, no, I may as well be 
here as anywhere else, I suppose, and I am 
not ill. I simply wish to be alone." 

" You like to be alone ? " 

" Yes ; my greatest lessons I have learned 
alone, quite alone. I once read that solitude 
warps the mind. That is a myth, to my way 
of thinking. Solitude gives us time to know 
ourselves. Thus we are able to understand 
our fellow-men." 

" And you know yourself? " he asked, with 
something of amusement in his tone. 

Tess colored and remembered their last in- 
terview. Then jumping up, and tossing her 
head proudly, she commenced to pace up 
and down the room. Suddenly, she turned 
and faced him. " Yes," she said, in a ringing 
voice, "I know myself. I know that you 
brought me to a great, bustling city, a per- 
fect child, with a mind that knew no care 
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nor understanding of evil; in short, nothing 
more nor less than — what you called me — ' a 
little beast ! ' For, until the soul is awak- 
ened, we are but animals. If, then, a ten- 
dency toward that which is evil developed in 
me, whose fault was it? Yours. But the 
yoke is lifting — lifting, and I am growing 
strong enough to convince myself that ' mind 
is stronger than matter ; ' that the carcass 
must be ruled by the unit and, if I am suc- 
ceeding, to whom belongs the credit ? To 
me, and to me alone." 

" Forgive me. Had I known you were 
not happy I should have " 

Tess interrupted him, impatiently. " You 
could have done nothing. No one but my- 
self was fated to teach me my own lesson." 

" Perhaps the church would have helped 
you, but you know you have always refused 
to go." 

She frowned. " The church ? What are 
churches for? Show. A lot of beautiful 
theatres erected at the cost of fabulous sums, 
while thousands are starving. This is not 
Christianity. We need no rich surround- 
ings to define the beauty of God's Word. 
Such Oriental splendor is heathenish." 

" I think you have been left too much alone,' 9 
he said, coldly. " Your views are unfort- 
unate. Good-night." He turned to leave 
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her, saying as he reached the door, " I feel 
that I have done you a great wrong. To- 
night, for the first time, I realize it. I will 
not ask you to forgive me, but I will devote 
my life to repairing it." 

Tess turned away as the door closed and 
laughed contemptuously. " Well, I'm glad I 
talked, anyway. I'm glad. It has relieved 
me, and amused me besides — he looked so 
foolish and shocked that I almost pitied him. 
How fortunate it is that we don't see much 
of each other." Tess was already growing 
blast. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

" The rich, the poor, the great, the small, 
Are levelled ; death confounds 'em all." 

—Gay's Fables. 

The following day, late in the afternoon, 
Tess received word from Reverend Cheney 
that the young wife whom she had aided 
was sinking fast and had expressed a desire 
to see and thank her for her sympathy. 
Tess explained this to Matilda and hastened 
to the village, taking with her a well-filled 
purse and an air of all-sufficient benevolence. 
She had never been brought face to face 
with death, and fully believed that if this 
woman had nothing to worry about she 
would soon be cured; for the doctor had 
told her that " general debility, brought on 
by an overtaxed mind/' was the cause of her 
illness. Thus she (Tess) was now able to do 
a most charitable deed. The sun was setting 
slowly in the west, and threw a soft, loving 
glow on the little frame dwelling; as she 
neared the door she began to dread enter- 
ing, but, suddenly recovering herself, she 
knocked lightly on the little brown door. 
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There was no response. After a short pause 
Tess knocked again. Still no reply. She 
opened the door and softly closed it behind 
her. That leading into the room where the 
sick woman lay was slightly ajar. She hesi- 
tated a moment, and quietly entered the 
room. The sight that met her gaze was one 
never to be obliterated. A tiny child stand- 
ing by the bedside of his mother, whose 
weary soul was fleeting — where? Where? 
Into vast oblivion ! Tess stood at the foot 
of the bed. She felt that she had no right 
there; yet a strange fascination prevented 
her leaving. No one seemed to have ob- 
served her — not even the sick woman, for 
her gaze was resting sorrowfully upon the 
child at her side. Truly, Tess was out of 
place here. " Run to the window, darling, 
and watch the sunset — the beautiful sunset. 
He must not hear you cry, mother ; nor you, 
my husband/' The voice was faint and 
broken. The child meekly obeyed. Stand- 
ing where the soft red glow gently touched 
his golden hair, he said, stretching out his 
little hands, " Don't go, pretty light ; don't 
leave Willie all alone." The sigh of a dying 
woman, the sob of a broken-hearted mother. 
Yet Tess stood motionless. 

"See," wailed the child, "the light is 
gone." 
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The child was right. The sun had set. 

The Reverend Cheney left the bedside, 
and laying his hand lightly upon her shoul- 
der, led Tess from the room. Together, 
they hurried home in silence. " Of what use 
is money," thought she. " It could not bring 
warmth to that pale, dead face. She was 
happier than I, even with all her poverty. 
She had all that love in her life — all that 
love. While I — God, 1 would be satisfied 
with the smallest bit." Reaching home she 
hurried to her room, and casting her purse 
into her desk she muttered, " After all, I've 
found out that you're not everything in the 
world." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

" Formed by thy converse happily to steer, 
From grave to gay, from lively to severe." 

— Pope. 

An hour later T$ss entered the drawing- 
room. Everyone * was talking, yet no one 
seemed to be listening. 'Twas a most em- 
barrassing babble, for they all seemed anx- 
ious to conceal the fact that they knew some- 
thing was amiss, Mr. and Mrs. St. Ives 
were absent, and Paul perceptibly nervous. 
He avoided meeting his wife's 'eyes as she 
made some commonplace remark in reference 
to a coaching-trip planned for the following 
day. " Of course we must start quite early 
to enjoy a little trip across country." " Oh ! " 
" Ah ! " " How lovely ! " " Splendid ! " and 
a few other remarks equally brilliant were 
heard from the guests. " I'm really fond of 
the country," said Wheatleigh. " It makes 
me forget my city debts." "All artists 
should love the country for other reasons,", 
said Tess. " I fear I am a ' hot-house ' ar- 
tist," sighed Wheatleigh. " You are the first 
painter I ever saw without long hair, Jack," 
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said Matilda. "Yes," interposed Fleming, 
" only long hair is required to make you a 
real artist." " And only long ears to make 
me something else, I fear," Jack replied. 

" Most people insist that they might have 
been great at some time or other if they onjy 
had the chancef Now I've had nothing but 
chance all my life, yet have never been able 
to impress anyone with my wondrous ibiiity. 
Somehow everything I paint has been done 
before. Now I presume that thought of 
Kellogg's that ' He who depicts the relation 
subsisting between certain ideas and re-writes 
them, creates an absolutely original thought/ 
applies also to painting. And if so, I insist 
that if I have ever seen any of # my paintings 
before they issued from my own brush, I 
certainly do n6t remember the occasion. 
Hence what the world is unkind enough to 
call a copy I insist is inspiration. It matters 
not how often the same subject has been 
worked out before, the idea as I convey it is 
undoubtedly original with me." 

Tl£e ladies soon adjourned to the drawing- 
room, where Matilda and Virginia held a 
rather heated discussion of the " Suffrage 
Question," which was checked by the timely 
entrance of the gentlemen. Wheatleigh 
crossed to where Tess was sitting, deftly 
engaged in some fancy embroidery. She 
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looked up at him with some surprise, for she 
feared he was angry with her. " Do you 
like fancy - work ? I don't remember ever 
having seen you sew before," he said, seating 
himself beside her and looking at her hands, 
which were beautifully formed and slender. 
Tess dropped them idly in her lap and 
smiled. " Do you know that I think all 
fancy-work a most absurd waste of time, en- 
ergy, and eyesight. All of such things are 
now manufactured — so finely manufact- 
ured that it is simply for a pastime that I 
ever touch a piece of embroidery myself/' 
Wheatleigh was looking at her critically, 
and after a pause, during which Tess felt 
rather uncomfortable, he said, " I should like 
very much to paint your picture. Would— 
would you mind ? " " Certainly not. It 
would be delightful. I have never even had 
a photograph of myself. Tell me how shall 
I dress? How — how do you want me to sit? 
Sidewise — eh ? " " No-o," he answered, med- 
itatively. "I have an idea which I drew 
roughly to-day," taking a slip from his 
pocket. Tess looked eagerly at it, then 
drew back with indignation. " Dear me, I 
hope that ugly figure and face was not in- 
tended for me, Mr. Wheatleigh?" 

" Er-r, yes, that is, the idea is here, but I 
broke my pencil and tried to outline it with a 
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fountain-pen. " He saw that she was piqued, 
so he commenced to talk rapidly. "Yes, did 
you ever have a fountain-pen ? They are a 
wonderful invention. You see the dealer has 
the best for $3, and another make 'equally 
as good ' for $2. Now, as a dollar means a 
great deal in these penny-wise and pound- 
foolish days, I, of course, bought the one 
' equally as good/ so now I'm ever ready to 
excuse its little deficiencies on the ground 
that it cost a dollar less. I confess I've lost 
a great deal of respect for that old-time prov- 
erb, ' Patience is a virtue/ but it is undoubt- 
edly the fundamental rule that must be borne 
in mind when the pen won't work. As ca- 
pricious as a woman, it has a charming facul- 
ty of running out of ink as you are address- 
ing an envelope, and was also unkind enough 
to refuse to work to-day as I was about to 
trace your own classical little nose. I may 
have said something a little rude, for it sud- 
denly changed its mind and came with a 
rush. You observe, the effect is artistic, 
that is, would be, if I had desired to depict a 
most profound type of the 'chosen people/ 
but I assure you " 

" Oh, stop," laughed Tess, " do tell me how 
you want me to sit." 

" Are you quite sure your good humor is 
thoroughly restored ? " 
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" Hum-hum," she nodded. 

"Very well, then, I shall paint you with 
your hair unpinned, and if you don't object, 
the white crgpe gown you wore the first 
evening we met. Do you remember, 'twas at 
Mrs. Stone's. The first time I saw you, you 
were coming slowly down the great oak 
staircase. The gown you wore was fash- 
ioned quite high in the neck, and the sleeves 
half-covered your hands. You were in the 
shadow of the great chandelier, and it threw 
a ghost-like reflection on the polished steps 
behind you " 

" Oh, no, not like that ; it is too cold — too 
cold," she shivered. 

" Too cold ? Wait, I have not finished. 
Though your gown was white, and your 
hair, in the dim light, shone like the halo of a 
saint, in the languorous droop of your eye 
there was a suggestion that was of the earth, 
earthy, the fine curves of the nostrils and 
mouth were full of passion, and the deep, 
rich brown of the stair seemed to hold you 
like a jealous lover. Close " 

" Stop ! You discuss me as you would a 
prize mare." 

" I crave your pardon. I was thinking of 
the picture, not of the woman. I assure you 
1 meant nothing. You are not angry ? " 

" I don't know. I guess not," she replied, 
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trying hard to betray no emotion, for perhaps 
she herself had been rude. Artists are, after 
all, privileged persons, and to the pure all 
things are pure. She felt a little ashamed of 
having interrupted him at all, and tried to 
make amends by promising to sit for him the 
day after their coaching trip. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

" Now hatred is by far the longest pleasure ; 
Men love in haste, but they detest at leisure." 

— Byron. 

A woman attacked, whose guilt is undeni- 
able, immediately grasps for her defence a 
countercharge against the accuser. Early in 
the morning of the preceding day Rene had, 
in a fit of pique, discharged her maid, who 
straightway informed her mistress's husband 
the truth of her conduct during his absence ; 
of her apartments in Central Park while he 
had thought her visiting relatives ; of the 
nightly visits of a cavalier whose name was 
the only thing the maid thought wise not to 
disclose, as she feared getting her own pre- 
cious little self into trouble, and now her 
vengeance was more than complete in the 
misery she knew she caused. Rene, accused, 
had not thought of denying her guilt, but 
stood like a tiger at bay, hurling epithets of 
vile abuse at her husband. She found an ex- 
cuse in his coldness, his neglect, his love of 
sport. Tom listened to her quietly and con- 
temptuously. 
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" Enough of this," he said at last. " I will 
save your reputation for the sake of my 
name. Ill patch up my affairs and go 
away for awhile ; you will return to your 
mother." 

" No, no, Tom." She was all repentance 
now. " Don't tell me to go back home, to 
that loveless home, don't, don't! Forgive 
me, and I will be your slave. Anything you 
wish I will do to prove my repentance ; but, 
Tom, if you send me back home, I'll — I'll kill 
myself." She was on her knees before him. 
The thought of returning to her mother and 
not being able to explain her separation hor- 
rified her. 

" You should have thought of all this be- 
fore. I loved you, but I felt that you were 
never mine, that you were happier without 
me, and so I annoyed you as little as possible. 
I asked nothing of you, nothing save to keep 
unstained the name I gave you. That of 
your paramour I do not even care to know. 
My contempt for your weakness is so great 
that I can but feel thankful to the man who 
was too generous to boast of his conquest 
abroad." 

" And do you cast no blame on him, pre- 
sume him to be married also ? " 

" That has nothing to do with me ; that 
does not change the aspect of my wife's 
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crime. Shall I go through life vowing ven- 
geance on the man who made my wife's 
weakness his opportunity? Why, madam, 
by this revelation you have passed so far 
out of semblance with the woman I once 
loved that I cannot even arouse in me the 
slightest interest in your future." 

" I will not return home," said Rene, defi- 
antly. 

" The suggestion was a generous one. 
Your movements are of no importance to 
me. Do as you wish." He turned and left 
her. 

She did not dare to detain him. Disgust 
was so plainly written on every feature of his 
face. She hastily summoned a servant to go 
at once and request Virginia to come to hen 
The maid soon returned with Miss Stone's 
regrets, saying that she was about to drive 
with her mother. Rene scribbled these few 
words : 

' * For God's sake come to me. I am in need of your friend- 
ship and am desperate. Rene." 

She told the girl to deliver the note at 
once. In a few minutes, during which Rene 
frantically paced the floor, there was a light 
tap at the door, and Virginia, with her calm, 
sweet face, entered and stood in the centre 
of the room. Her presence seemed to hush 
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the voices of passion, lust, anger, and sin that 
pervaded every nook and corner of the hot, 
stuffy room. And Rene stood still, and drew 
a long, deep breath, inhaling the divine 
fragrance that seemed to emanate, from her. 
After a pause Virginia said, softly, " You 
wished to see me, Mrs. St. Ives ? " 

" Yes. I want to tell you that Tom knows 
all — all that you were right in suspecting; 
that I am a lost woman. He has left me, and 
I am going to kill myself." 

" It is too late now for reproaches ; but I 
wish to ask you why you came here under 
the same roof with his wife ? " 

" Because my husband insisted upon ac- 
cepting the invitation, although I confess I 
did not argue strongly against it, for I wished 
to be near the man I loved. Yes, why try to 
deny it? I wanted to be near him. I was 
jealous of the beautiful little doll he had mar- 
ried. Virginia, we used to love each other. 
Be kind to me now, and help me, help me." 

" Yes," said Virginia, " I will help you for 
Tom's sake, if not for your own, but only on 
one condition, that you leave this house at 
once, and promise never again to come be- 
tween Paul Fleming and his wife ; that you 
prove by your life your repentance. Do this 
and I will help you." 

" I cannot. I want his love in my life/' 

6 
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" Him — or his love ? " 
" I think — I'm afraid — his love." 
" Tom will not allow Mrs. Fleming to re- 
main in ignorance as to her husband's con- 
duct, and there will be a public scandal." 

" My husband does not know the name of 
my lover." 

" Then I will tell him if you do not listen 
to me. Oh ! Rene, do you not see that you 
are like those who, omitting the flood, are 
led into shallows and misery, wasting the 
most beautiful years of your life in desires 
that can only bring a blush of shame. Why 
not use this great energy that you possess in 
another and a nobler direction. I will love 
you as a sister. I will take you back in my 
heart again if you will only consent. Come, 
dear ; you, mother, and I will drive together. 
The air will do you good. God's free air 
will teach you how to decide. Come ! " And 
by that sweet, sisterly method she guided 
poor deluded Rene into a nobler and hap- 
pier path. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

14 His whole heart and soul, and life were hers, but never had 
he named it Love, existence was all a feeling, not yet shaped 
into a thought" 

— Carlyle, Sartor Resartus. 

Three weeks have passed since Tom went 
away so suddenly, and Rene, Virginia, and 
her mother have also departed. Matilda is 
so elated at Tess's great improvement in 
health that she is quite satisfied to remain 
away a little longer in the season for the 
"dear child's" sake. Wheatleigh has nearly 
finished the picture. They are incessantly 
together, and Tess seems perfectly content 
while he is near. 

Nor is Wheatleigh oblivious to this fact, 
and also that his duty now is to go away. It 
has been no easy task to bring himself to this 
way of thinking, for, unconsciously, she has 
grown into his life, and, like the little white 
bird in the fairy tale, seemed to live in the 
smile of the mendicant. 

" Why has fate brought this little woman 
into my life. I am not what one would call a 
lady's-man; in fact no one ever loved me, 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



84 A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 

and I know I have never loved before. And 
now this little woman — this essence — has en- 
tered my life and glorified my whole being. 
She is so far from happy — happy, she must 
be made happy, but my remaining near her 
is surely not going to be a step in this direc- 
tion, and is only making me miserable. Yes, 
I must go away, but not before I attempt in 
some way to warn Paul Fleming of the dan- 
ger his wife is in." But Paul Fleming needed 
no information, for now that Rene had passed 
out of his life, now that he seemed to come 
into a new manhood, now that every moment 
of the day the relief from the sins of the past 
filled him with hope for a glorious future, 
the desire to make amends became his one 
great thought. He confided all to his sister 
Matilda, and that estimable lady, who was 
growing quite alarmed by Tess's preference 
for Wheatleigh, did not inform Paul of her 
fears, for she knew it would only tend to 
make him miserable, so she wisely planned 
a trip abroad, as Paul wished to take a few 
weeks' vacation. Of these arrangements 
Tess knew nothing. She continued to laugh 
and enjoy herself thoroughly. It was the 
day of her last sitting, and Wheatleigh had 
determined to tell her of his leave-taking, 
but somehow her happy face made a coward 
of him. So he toiled away, silently, giving 
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his excellent work a touch here and there, 
and talking at random. 

" By the way, I see Mr. Petry and his 
family have just returned from Europe. Do 
you remember them ? " 

" I remember meeting a Mr. Petry in New 
York who had just returned from the World's 
Fair." 

" Yes, they tell me his latest fad is his titled 
acquaintances abroad. Petry could not live 
without a fad. Turn the head a little to the 
side, if you please. Now you may rest for a 
moment if you wish. I am pleased with my 
work ; yet, in a way, it is not what I at first 
intended. You are not the same. I did not 
notice the change until the first sitting." 

" I hope the change is for the better." 

" Yes," he said, slowly. " You are less of 
the flesh, and more of the soul." 

She turned and regarded him thoughtfully. • 
" I feel that you are right. Each day has 
brought a change which I myself cannot 
comprehend; yet, like the convalescent, I 
am continually relapsing into the old, wilful 
Tess again. Your influence and that of Mr. 
Cheney have done more to bring about the 
improvement than that of any other living 
beings, and I thank you very much. 

" Do you know," she continued, her man- 
ner changing suddenly, " I believe in Thera- 
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peutics, and I believe that most hypnotic 
power is due to a noble principle as well as 
animal magnetism. What makes me think 
so? Why, because I am often irresistibly 
drawn to some people, while to others I feel 
entirely antagonistic. The Rev. Cheney says 
it is not always Principle that causes the at- 
traction; so it must be animal magnetism. 
I've tried the experiment, but you see the 
reason I fail must be because I am not in 
harmony with the person. Now, you hold 
the palm of your hand up and I'll press it 
with the palm of mine — so — now, don't you 
feel that magnetism all the way down to 
your toes ? I do." 

Jack smiled good-humoredly at her child- 
ish enthusiasm and replied, " No, I can't say 
that I do." 

" You don't ! Oh ! dear, then it must be 
that I haven't any magnetism. Why, I've read 
that such wonderful things have been done 
through psychological means, and they say 
everyone has power to attract someone. I 
thought you would surely be the one I could 
attract." She said this in a very disappointed 
and half-reproachful manner. 

Jack laughed heartily, much to Tessie's 
chagrin. " I'm sure I see nothing to laugh 
at." Jack was solemn in a flash. 

" To be sure ; but you see I know so little 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 87 

of the phenomena of psychic power that I 
feel quite awed by such a wonderful little 
lady." 

" Now you are really too provoking," said 
Tess, stamping her little foot angrily, " and 
I sha'n't remain another minute to be laughed 
at." 

" Forgive me," he said, brokenly, " this is 
your last sitting, and to-morrow I am going 
away." Tess was all attention. 

" Going where ? To New York ? You 
must come and see us often when we return, 
and of course, as you are going to-morrow, 
why we'll not want to stay here any later, 
and so we will go soon too." 

With what childish frankness she revealed 
to him how much he was in her life ; he as- 
sumed (clumsily, it must be confessed) an 
air of worldly carelessness and said, " I am 
not going to New York." 

She raised her head slowly and said, " Not 
to New York ? Where then ? " Jack cleared 
his throat and said, lightly : 

" I have a splendid opportunity to open a 
studio in Chicago, and I shall go there. You 
see the state of my exchequer will not allow 
me to do exactly as I would wish. Now, if 
you please, I will put the finishing touches to 
the hair. Will you stand a little more in the 
light. Ah, so, thanks ! " 
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Tess silently obeyed ; since he seemed to 
care so little about their parting she cer- 
tainly would try to conceal any feeling she 
might have on the subject. Yes, she would 
show him that his going away would not 
affect her in the least, and, of course, it did 
not, save as a friend might be affected by the 
departure of any one of her husband's guests. 
Yes, she would show him, but — but she wished 
he'd hurry that she might go to her room. 
At last Jack, seeing an ominous little tremor 
in the tiny chin, informed her that he had 
quite finished the picture, and, without a 
word or a look at the canvas, Tess rose and 
hurriedly left the room. Jack laid his pal- 
ette and brush aside, and started toward the 
door as if to call her back, but stopped before 
he had half crossed the little room. Then, 
throwing himself into the nearest chair, he 
covered his face with both hands and mut- 
tered, " God ! this is misery." 
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" Enough that we are parted — that there rolls 
A flood of headlong hate between our souls." 

x — Moore, Lalla Rookh. 

"I am down a little late. Pardon me," 
said Tess, on the morning of Jack's depart- 
ure. 

"Of course you know Jack leaves us to- 
day," said Matilda. 

" Yes." 

" Have you told Tess that Jack had pre- 
sented us with her picture ? " inquired Flem- 
ing. 

" No, I thought Jack had told her. And, 
by the way, dear, we intend taking a little 
trip abroad. Paul is to have a vacation next 
month, and you two will have your honey- 
moon all over again." 

Tess smiled and nodded, but thought that 
if they were to go through another honey- 
moon like the first had been, they might as 
well be consistent and limit their trip to 
Philadelphia, but she only said : 

" Do you not think it would be more en- 
joyable to go with a few friends ? " 
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Fleming frowned slightly. " You do not 
seem anxious to go." 

" Oh, yes, I should like to. But I think I 
am a little homesick. Forgive me, but I 
should like to see my — my mother." 

The last word was almost a caress. She 
looked decidedly wistful this morning, and 
her pensive face and form wore a dainty 
dignity that grief had lent her. " Oh ! that 
can be easily arranged ; I will take you Sun- 
day, and come back myself Monday. You 
can remain with your mother until we start, 
which will be in about three weeks. Will 
that suit you ? " 

Tess thanked him, and replied in the af- 
firmative. 

" Well, Jack, since you go this afternoon, 
I'll have to bid you good-by now," said Paul, 
as he drew away from the table. 

" I will walk with you to the depot," said 
Wheatleigh, and the two set off together, 
each full of his own thoughts, and neither 
speaking for some time. At last Wheatleigh 
broke the silence. 

" Your trip abroad will be rather limited, 
I fancy." 

Paul started as though awakening from 
profound thought. 

"Well, yes. So limited, in fact, that I 
shall simply take my wife to London and 
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Paris. You know Matilda and I have been 
over before." 

" Oh ! And so you are simply making this 
trip for your wife's pleasure ? " 

" Well, yes. I thought she might enjoy it ; 
so I managed a vacation/' 

" I imagine it will do her good, as her health 
seems much impaired ; indeed it is hard to 
believe she is the same little wife I met this 
spring at the Stones." 

" You — you say you think her health im- 
paired ? " 

" Do you not yourself think so ? " 

Fleming seemed annoyed, and did not re- 
ply. After a moment's silence he said, ab- 
ruptly : 

" Jack, do you think my wife is unhappy? " 

Jack deliberated for a moment as to what 
his reply should be, and then said : 

" That is rather a delicate question, Flem- 
ing. I don't exactly know how to answer 
you; but, if you will pardon me, I should 
say that your wife is threatened with a mal- 
ady sometimes called the pedrotropic state, 
and I fear that, if she arrives at that state, 
she will never change again. It is a strange 
thing, and yet a fact worth noting, that when 
one has acquired this indifference for things 
material they cast away playthings, drop re- 
ligious ' bogie men,' rise above social deceit, 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



92 A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 

and with unruffled calm go through life a 
thing apart. Worldly people may laugh and 
call them pathological studies, but they do 
not know that there is a cause for this state ; 
a cause more sad than words can tell." 

" You are too serious. It would seem an 
absurd thing to go through life, as you say, 
' a thing apart/ sort of ' cutting off one's 
nose/ etc. And such a thing is only natural 
for cranks. Tess is a child. She will soon 
change." 

" I cannot be too serious, and I fear she 
will not change." 

" And the cause of this — a — state you speak 
of?" 

" The cause is — hunger. Ah ! Here's 
your train. Good-by ! " 

In the afternoon, when Wheatleigh had 
made his adieux, Tess insisted upon driving 
him to the station in her little dog-cart, send- 
ing his man on ahead with his luggage. She 
seemed recklessly excited, and laughed at 
anything and everything; laughed because 
her foot slipped while getting into the cart ; 
laughed at Jack's sober face — at the jolting 
caused by her reckless driving, which threat- 
ened to precipitate them at any moment into 
the roadway. At last Jack quietly took the 
reins from her. Then she leaned back and 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 93 

became as quiet as a mouse, and did not even 
deign to reply when he inquired if she had 
decided upon visiting her mother. Arrived 
at the station he helped her to alight, uncon- 
sciously holding her hand while his man fas- 
tened the brake to the curb. Tess turned 
and looked at Jack with a sad, wistful face, 
but his was stern and set. Inwardly she 
cried : " Is there no weakness in the world 
but mine? Is there no love but mine? He 
does not even care ; he does, he does care. 
I will make him speak. I will make him. 
He is strong, but love is stronger." And she 
noted with a gleam of triumph that he was 
pale as death itself, and that there was some- 
thing dogged about his sternness. She 
clutched his coat-sleeve in her tiny fist. 

" I — I don't think I want you to go," she 
said, with a dry sob. 

" Why, where is the brave little woman ? 
See how much you have to live for and love. 
Every day some kind, sweet deed to be done ; 
every hour some noble word to be uttered ; 
why, your life will be so full that I fear you 
will even forget the name of him who — who 
was your husband's guest." 

Tess hardly seemed to hear what he said, 
but kept repeating, sadly : 

" I can't — I know I can't get along with- 
out you." 
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The train steamed into the station, and, 
with a hasty hand-clasp, he was gone. Tess 
stood still, gazing with a far-away look in her 
eyes. The conductor shouted, " All aboard," 
when a hand was laid lightly on her shoulder. 
It was Wheatleigh. He had hurried back, 
and was whispering in her ear : 

"But remember that, when we have cast 
aside this mortal coil, souls that love are 
mated, and together pass on to where the 
four rivers meet," and Tess smiled as the 
train whirled away. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

** And death looks down with nods and smiles, 
And makes the odds all even." 

—Praed. 

At first Rene's guilt did not appear to her 
with sufficient magnitude to warrant any 
great fear of her not being forgiven in the 
course of a few months, and, indeed, she felt 
positive that, although Tom had sent his 
lawyer to her to settle a generous annuity 
upon her, he would return some time in the 
near future if she proved herself truly re- 
pentant. Alas, one day her hopes received a 
sad blow. She returned from her afternoon 
calls and sank dejectedly on a rug at the feet 
of her friend. 

" Virginia, Tom is at the Waldorf. He has 
been back five weeks to-day, and I did not 
even know it. Mrs. Petry looked shocked 
when I asked if she knew when he arrived ; 
but I didn't care. I don't care, Virginia ; 
I'm so miserable. I — I thought he would 
forgive." 

" He must know that you're in town, and 
that you are with us, dear, for, if he did not, 
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he would have called. Tom always does 
when he comes to town." 

" Virginia, do you love me ? " 

" Yes, dearie." 

" Then listen ! I want you to do some- 
thing for me. I want you to — to go to him 
for me. Yes ! Yes ! Say yes ! I want you 
to go to him ; tell him I pray each night for 
his forgiveness and pity ; tell him I want to 
be near him to prove that I repent ; tell him 
this for me." 

Virginia held the trembling woman in her 
arms for awhile, and smoothed her hair. 
" Yes, dear, if you wish it, I will go to him." 

" Dear, dear friend ! You will go to him 
to-day — now ? Yes, go now. I will run and 
get your wraps," and in a few moments she 
returned, and breathlessly assisted her friend 
to don her hat and cloak, and, with both 
hands, she almost pushed her from the room. 

" Go, go, dear, and bring him back to me." 
She kissed the tips of her tapering fingers to 
Virginia, and sank trembling like a leaf on 
the huge couch, burying her face in the soft 
cushions. Virginia walked briskly down 
Fifth Avenue, nodding her head gracefully 
to many friendly salutations. Turning the 
corner of Thirty-third Street she entered 
the huge doors of the hotel, and passed 
through the large parlors, which were all 
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more or less occupied by guests and visitors, 
until she reached the oriental drawing-room, 
which was empty. The attendant who an- 
swered her summons brought cards and pen- 
cil. Virginia hastily scribbled her name, 
and held the card in her hand. 

" Kindly inquire if Mr. St. Ives is * at 
home ' and I will send up my card.'* 

At the mention of the name, the attendant 
turned back and said, respectfully, 

" The gentleman's mother and aunt ar- 
rived this morning." 

" But — I wish — to — see — //////." 

" Why, miss, I — I'm sorry if you don't 
know, but Mr. St. Ives died this morning. ,, 
7 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

" Thus life's thirst quenches itself 
With draughts that double thirst, but who is wise 
Tears from his soul this Trishna, feeds his sense 
No longer on false show." 

— Sir Edwin Arnold, Light of Asia, 

Two years have passed since we last saw 
Tess, and in all the land there is no more 
model couple than Mr. and Mrs. Fleming. 
No trace now of wilful Tess, but instead a 
calm, quiet, gentle little lady, who enjoys all 
things, enthuses over nothing, always smiles, 
never laughs ; reads a great deal, is a de- 
lightful conversationalist, and decidedly pop- 
ular. Surely Paul Fleming should be proud 
of such a wife, proud of this change in the 
" country girl" who has come into her soul's 
inheritance. A mind above malice, a mind 
that is governed by principle and not matter. 
Yes, he is proud of her, and day by day he 
grows to love and respect her more, and yet 
one thing is a source of perpetual irritation 
to him — Tessie's absolute self-sufficiency ir- 
responsive of environment. He feels and 
knows that he is absolutely no more in her 
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life than her butler, her banker, or any other 
indispensable figure. When he returns from 
business, weary and cross, she meets him 
with the sweetest little manner in the world, 
and overlooks his brusqueness with the calm- 
est good nature. Returning later than usual 
one afternoon, he found her quietly reading 
by the fireside, having ordered that the din- 
ner be kept warm until he returned. They 
were to go to the opera that evening, and 
Tess looked very lovely in the palest of yel- 
low brocades. After Paul had donned his 
dress-suit and seated himself at table, he 
waited for some slight reproof for his tardi- 
dess. As none came he said : 

" I am sorry I kept you waiting, but I met 
Wheatleigh down-town and asked him to go 
with us this evening, to hear De Reszke 
' soothe with a tenor note the souls in pur- 
gatory.' After some coaxing he consented. 
They say Jack is doing some great work 
now, and I've no doubt but that in time 
he'll be famous." 

Was it Paul's imagination, or was Tessie 
paler than usual ? Certainly she seemed 
very far away from him as she said, slowly : 

" He is coming here ? Is he well ? " 

" He's grown rather thin, I think, but he 
looks stronger and happier than I ever saw 
him before." 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



IOO A FEW LITTLE LIVES. 

Tess smiled softly, and murmured to her- 
self : 

" ' Souls that are mated join, and together 
pass on to where the four rivers meet.' " 

As Tess passed him, Paul laid his hand on 
her arm and she looked up at him with a 
questioning smile. 

" How beautiful you look to-night/' 

" I am glad you like my gown." 

" I like the gown. I love the woman." 

" You are very kind," she said, quietly. 

" If you would only try to love me a lit- 
tle." Then, seizing her passionately, almost 
angrily, he cried : 

" Have you no flesh ? " 

She regarded him calmly for a moment; 
the little frown that ruffled her brow gave 
way to the habitually calm expression. 

"Flesh?" she answered, slowly. "I must 
have, since I know you are very rough." 

At the moment a sharp ring announced 
the arrival of their guest. 



FINIS. 
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